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DORIN D A, 


A 


TOWN. ECLOGUE. 


N that ſad Seaſon, when the hapleſs Belle 
With Steps reluctant bids the Town farewell ; 
When ſurly Huſbands doom. th' unwilling Fair 
To quit St. James's for a purer Air, 


And deaf to Pity, from their much-lov'd Town 


Relentleſs bear the beauteous Exiles down 

To diſmal Shades, through lonely groves to ſtray, 
And ſigh the Summers live-long Months away; 
With all the Bloom of Youth and Beauty grac'd, 


One Morn Dorinda, at her Toilette plac'd, 


With Looks intent and penſive Air ſurvey'd 
The various Charms her faithful Glaſs diſplay'd ; 


Eyes, that might warm the frozen Breaſt of Age, | 


Or melt to Teadernaſa the Tyrant's Rage; 
| | A 2 
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| Smiles, 


Smiles, that enchanting with reſiſtleſs Art, 
Stole unperceiv'd the heedleſs Gazer's Heart; 
Dimples, where Love conceal'd in Ambuſh lay, 
To aim his Arrows at the deſtin'd. Prey; 
And Lips, that promis'd in each balmy Kiſs 
Luxurious Haryeſts of ambroſial Bliſs. 
Muſing ſhe ſat, and watch'd each riſing Grace 
That ſhed its Luſtre o'er her heav'nly Face, 
Till lab'ring Grief her anxious Silence broke, 
And ſighing thus the lovely Mourner ſpoke: 

Were Charms like theſe by erring Nature meant 
For ſober Solitude and calm Content ? | 
Muſt Eyes fo bright be doom'd to waſte their Fi ires 
On hungry Parſons and unfeeling 'Squires ? 

 Heav'n, whoſe Decrees (if true what Prieſts have taught) 
Are fram'd by Juſtice and with Wiſdom fraught, 
Sure ne'er created ſuch a Form as this 
For the dull purpoſe of domeſtic Bliſs. 
Ah! no, theſe Eyes were giv'n in Courts to ſhine, 

"oo Shall impious Man then thwart the wiſe Deſign ? 

| A ſhort-liv'd Sway of ſome few Vears at moſt 

| Is all, alas! the brighteſt Belle can boaſt, 

E'er yet the Hand of all- =devouring Time 

Lay waſte her Graces ard * her Prime: 
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By ſlow Degrees ſhe feels her Power decay, 
And younger Beauties bear the Palm away. 
Whilſt envious Fate thus haſtens to deſtroy 
The fleeting Period of all female Joy, 
Shall barb'rous Huſbands (whoſe tyrannic Rage 
Nor Pray'rs can mitigate, nor Tears aſſwage,) 
E'en in thoſe Years whilſt Youth and Beauty bloom, 
To Exile half her precious Moments doom ? 
She goes like ſome neglected Flow'r to fade, 
And waſte her Sweetneſs in the lonely Shade, 
Till Winter (fo the pitying Gods decree). 
Returning ſets th' impatient Captive free: 
Then ſwift emerging from the dull Retreat, 
To Town ſhe flies admiring Crowds to meet ; 
Her happy Hours glide on from Mora till Night 
One ceaſeleſs Round of exquiſite Delight ; 
Balls, Op'ras, Concerts, Almack's, and Soho, 
By turns attended, various Joys beſtow: | 
E'en crouded Routs, where Dullneſs ever dwells, 
Can yield Delight to faſhionable Belles. 
Old Maids and Prudes each Night to feed their Sloan 
There, ſeeking: whom they may devour; are ſeen, 
And, till repining that they muſt be chaſte, 
Would mar thoſe Pleaſures they're forbid to taſte ; 
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With envious Eyes the brilliant Nymph they view, 


Whilſt eager Crowds where'er {he- moves purſue, 
If to the Play-houſe ſhe by Chance repair, 
(Not oft frequented by the well-bred Fair) 


When through the Houſe a ſolemn Silence reigns, 


Each Boſom feeling what the Actor feigns, 


Een in the midi of ſome affecting Part 


That wakes each ſoft Emotion of the Heart, 


The Doors fly open, whilſt the Pit beneath 
Their Diſcontent in ſullen Murmurs breathe : 
Forward ſhe ſteps with graceful Air, and fpreads 
A Blaze of Beauty o'er their wond'ring Heads: 
Pit, Boxes, Gall'ries, all at once concur, 
Forget the Play, and fix their Eyes on Her. 
Scarce to the Stage ſhe turns her high-plum'd Head, 
Or ſeems to mark one Syllable that's ſaid; 

But careleſs fits, and on her Arm reclin'd 

Hears civil Speeches from the Beaus behind; 

Or gently liſtens while. ſome well-dreſs d Youth 
In whiſper'd Accents vows eternal Truth. 
Obedient ſtil} to. Pleature's fprightly Call 

She quits the Play, and fecks the livelier Ball: 


Each white-glov'd Beau with Haſte his Suit prefers, 


Preſents his Hand, and humbly begs for hers. 


Well 


. 


. 
Well pleas'd ſhe hears the ſuppliant Crowd entreat, 
And feels the Triumph of her Charms compleat. 
Should ſome bleſt Youth be to the reſt preſer d, 
Whoſe Vows in private are with Favour heard, 
As through the Dance with graceful Eaſe ſhe moves, 
Their meeting Hands expreſs their conſcious Loves. 
Malicious Eyes the Lover's Looks reſtrain, 
And cold Diſcretion feals His Lips in vain ; 
The faithful Hand ean unobſerv'd impart 
The ſecret Feelings of a tender Heart: 
And oh! what Bliſs, when each alike is pleas' d. 
The Hand that ſqueezes, and the Hand that's ſqueez'd. 
But whither, whither does my Fancy roam; 
Ah! let me call the idle Wand'rer home. 
Already Phœbus, with unwelcame Ray, 
Has chas'd, alas! the Winter's Fogs away. 
Through the ſad 'Fown, at each deſerted Door 
Leſs frequent now the Footrnan's Thunders roar ; 


And Waggons loading in the duſty Street, 
Forbode the Horrors of a long Retreat. 


D 


Ye fiſter Suff'rers, who muſt ſoon or late 
All ſhare my Sorrows and partake my Fate, 


Who, when condemn'd theſe bleſs'd Abodes to quit, 


Like me may weep, but muſt like me ſubmit, | 
| | | When 
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When overcome by Man's ſuperior Force, 


[87] 


Revenge is ſtill the injur'd Fair's Reſource : 


Revenge at leaſt may make our Suff'rings leſs, 


A Huſband's Anguiſh fooths a Wife's Diſtreſs. | 


When far from Town, in ſome ſequeſter'd Spot, 


You mourn the Hardſhip of our Sex's Lot, 
Ill-humour, Vapours, Sulleneſs, and Spleen, 
May add freſh Horrors to the gloomy Scene, 
And make the Tyrants who contrive your Fate 
Partake the Miſery themſelves create. 

If preſs'd by Cares they need a Friend's Relief, 


Be all your Study to augment their Grief ; 


If pleas'd or gay, your utmoſt Arts employ 


To fink their Spirits and diſpel their Joy; 


Oppoſe their Projects, croſs their fav'rite Views, 
Their Withes fruſtrate, their Requeſts refuſe ; 
And make them feel that diſcontented Wives 


Can prove the Torment of their Huſband': 8 Lives. | 
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